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I  tied  through  the  hollow  glen;  the  bell  whittled  p^t 
I  George’n  head;  and  by  the  misty  light  9f  tiA  moon,  the 
ifonn  of  on  Indian  was  seen  moving  quickly  over  the  rocks. 
Cassey  screamed  and  fell  soiiaeleaa  in  the  yqpman’s  arms. 
The  woods  now  rung  with  the  savage  whoop  of  the  Mo* 
hawks.  Oh!  how  the  heart  ef  the^outb  beatl  ’Twaa 
not  for  himself,  bat  fiw  his  dear  Ca^y  that  he  trembled. 
He  bad  no  weapon  of  'defence;  then  what  to  doT  The 
bridge  was  narrow,  but  one  'could  pass  at  a  tiese;  and  the 
Indian!  mqst  crnaa.it ■ere'lhey  could  reach  their  victims. 
He  laid  the  senseless  Casssjr  da  the  earth,  and  governed 


ORIGINAL. 


FOR  THE  EMERALD. 

legend  of  love  bridge. 

By  the  Wanderer. 

'tt  night  is  dark  and  stormy;  the  winds  howl  amid 
mabling  ruins  of  the  desolate  castle;  and  the  solemn 
i(  night  screams  his  wild  response  to  the  bellowing 
nid  the  beautiful  and  injured  Donna  Isabella,  as 
lembling,  opened  the  window  of  her  gloomy  {.rison 
(vettem  tower.  Such  is  the  prelude  to  a  tale  of 
krind  hobgobblins,  and  an  introduction  to  some  dark 
(ce;  but,  since  I  am  to  tell  of  no  haunted  chambers, 
»{ ipectres,  or  spell  working  elfins;  I  shall  not  put 
swings  of  precedence,  but  harp  on  a  string  less  ro¬ 
se  iMit  more  sentimentaL 

ter  having  remained  with  my  friend  Squire  G— 
iiireek,  enjoying  the  fhscinating  converse  and  so- 
/  bis  amiable  wife  and  daughter,  and  now  and  then 
isg  in  the  rustic  galas  of  the  neighboring  farmers; 

.  bout  a  pedigree  equal  to  any  of  the  McGregors, 
e»ot  M'Dougals,  the  illustrious  Vans  and  Fans,  who 
I  while  ago  migrated  from  Holland,  to  colonize  the 
fihivated  soil  of  New-Amsterdam,)  I  put  him  in 
if  a  promise  which  he  had  made  me  some  days  be- 1 

KnowinE  me  to.  ha  a  wraat  sdmiror  nt  .itw.  -V- ' 
pruiitio  iielus,  and  migtily  rivers;  he  bad  said  there 
[place  which  1  had  not  yet  seen,  more  awfully  sub- 
y>an  all  the  views  in  the  Port-Folio  of  my  recollec- 
.itd  pronaised  to  feast  'my  vision  on  some  future  day. 
k  m.iming  being  fair,  we  summoned  the  ladies  from 
LttUss;  and  loading  black  Cudjo  with  a  wallet  stor- 
a  cold  collation,  started  upon  our  journey;  Sarah 
lei  mother  acquiescing  cheerfully  with  our  project, 
ibour’s  walk  brought  us  to  an  impetuous  stream  of 
!  which  wound  its  way  down  the  side  of  a  steep 
^.0,  whose  projecting  crags  hung  imj 


by  desperation  seized  e  large  oak  stick,  flew  to  the  enc^^ 
the  bridge,  and  stationed  himself  behiod  a  pine  sapling. 
Four  sivages  were  seen  on  the  opposite  sidet  they 
and  as  they  came,  with  the  strength  of  a  lion;  the  intre¬ 
pid  yeoman  dashed  threo  of  them  suecessively  down  the 
roaring  cleAl  The  fourth  fled  back,  fired  h'm  musket,  and 
was  seen  no  more.  The  young  hero  then  took  bis  btido 
in  bis  arms;  and  knowing  the  danger  of  remaining  longer, 
bore  her  in  triumph  to  be*’  parents. 

The  night  passed  without  any  alarou  The  neat  even¬ 
ing  was  to  see  George  and  Cassey  uoiteA  PrepsratKW 
were  making;  Hugh  mounted  the  wagon  with  a  grio^F^^. 
pleasure,  and  a  look  that  told  the  importanoe  he  felt  of' 
being  so  useful  an  instrument  on  this  great  oocasicMi 

George  made  his  way  to  Hans'  house,  wher#  he  t*-ay 
gladly  received  by  Uie  blooming  bride,  and  the  rest  of  Uie  > 
family.  ^  ^ 

The  sluggish  sun  at  last  sunk  to  rest;  and  the  mist  of 
twilight  was  creeping  over  the  landscape;  when  the  * 
’Squire  with  a  whole  posse  of  girls  and  boys,  arrived  in 
the  wagon,  with  the  consequential  Hugh  as  their  popMil- 
lion.  They  were  kindly  greeted  by  the  good  Hsns  and 
his  wife.  Humphrey  and  Nicholas  each  taking  a  part¬ 
ner,  a  social  circle  was  fuoned,  and  the  cofloe  end  batter 
cakes  went  their  round. 

After  the  meal,  the  ceremonies  of  the  wedding  were 
performed  by  the  Squire  with  much  dignity  and  solemni¬ 
ty;  when,  all  at  once,  Hugh,  with  a  countenance  fkll  of 
horror,  rushed  into  the  room  exclaiming,  'H)ht  mmsal 
massal  him  cornel  de  copper  debbie  all  oher  de  wood. 
Guess  him  hab  his  gunl”  He  said  no  more;  ell  was  a 
scene  of  confusion.  Cassey  clung  to  her  husband’s  neck, 
the  girls  screamed,  and  the  men  seized  the  first  weapon 
that  came  within  their  reach. 

The  dreadful  yell  of  the  Indiana  was  heard  as  they  is¬ 
sued  from  the  glen;  George  soothed  his  bride,  bads  her 
hiive  fortitude,  and  grasping  hia  firelock  and  cutlass,  rush¬ 
ed  from  the  house,  followed  by  all  the  men,  and  even  some 
of  the  girls,  who  dreaded  staying  alone.  The  little  band 
met  the  merciless  host  outside  the  enclosuse;  their  knives 
and  tomahawks  glittered  to  the  pale  light  of  the  noon; 
and  their  eyes  rolled  with  greedy  vengeance.  A  well 
conducted  volley  from  the  yeomanry  felled  many  of  the 
wretches  to  the  earth;  George,  always  foremost,  rush#^ 
in  amidst  them,  and  in  close  conflict  with  ofM,  rsceiy^  a 
knife  in  his  side;  the  pangs  of  the  wound  nerved  ana, 
and  in  an  instant  the  meoster  lay  dead  at  his  feeL 

Screams  from  the  house  were  beard  to  ivwl  Flames 


ipending  above 
and  rushed  wild  and  tumultuously  into  the  bo- 
n'  the  valley  below,  tearing  up  all  that  came  in  its 
[tiil  the  eye  could  behold  it  at  a  distance  humbly  and 
lA  paying  its  tribute  to  the  majestic  Hudson.  The 
ciir  of  the  scene  riveted  me  to  the  spot,  and  I  trem- 
^!i(n  I  looked  down  the  yawning  gulph  beneath  my 
The  roaring  of  the  cataract,  as  enamelled  sheets  of 
'fell  into  the  deep  basin  of  the  valley;  the  darkness 
(woods,  and  the  crumbling  masses  of  granite  that 
M  above  my  head,  made  me  almost  wish  myself 
^iiere  else;  but  admiration  soon  overcame  trepidity, 
>r  little  while  I  began  to  be  high  pleased  with  my 

u. 

a  charming  Sarah,  who  was  as  much  of  an  entbu- 
"  myself,  and  who  seldom  returned  from  a  visit  to  I 
^ork  without  a  score  or  two  of  the  latest  novels, 

'  kc.,  turned  her  full  blue  eyes  toward  me,  as  1  con¬ 
ned  with  rapture  the  appalling  scene.  At  once  I 
the  circumstances  of  the  Waverly  novels  in  her 
(rohunes  of  poetry  beamed  from  her  burning  pu- 
^  I  tliought  she  never  looked  so  lovely  before, 
lotted  to  her  the  following  lines  from  Scott,  which 
^7  suddenly  brought  to  my  recollection: 
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in  a  trivial  or  iinpor 


||  habband  and  self  bliuuld  ditfer  either 
;  taut  matter.  A  man  of  eense  will  never  be  controuled 
'  eitiier  by  passion  or  displeasure,  and  even  one  of  warm 
rcelin!;s  and  generous  disposition  will  not  brook  it  if  uc* 
coinpaniud  with  an  irritated  manner  or  angry  mien.  In 
'  short,  a  sensible  man  must,  from  a  natural  pride,  estimate 
his  wife  as  a  being  gentler  than  himself,  and  consequently 

I  one  who  should  look  up  to  him  as  a  protector  and  udvi- 

I I  sor.  If,  therefore,  she  assumes  the  responsibilities  of  the 
family,  and  the  direction  of  his  affairs  to  the  exclusion  of 

,  I  hiiiisuif,  he  must  feel  insignificant  in  his  own  opinion,  and 
I  |i  inferior  in  the  scale  of  human  beings.  An  excellent  wiiten 
lubject,  has  said: — “Little  things,  and 
mere  triHos  in  themselves,  often  pro- 
Never  permit  them 
itli  pleasure,  and 
dy  upon  it,  your  husband 
A  dilfercnce  with  your 


burst  from  the  roof,  and  a  female  voice  was  faintly  heard 
to  call  on  tieorge  forjielp!  Who  can  express  the  hride- 
|;rooni’s  anguish  when  he  saw  his  luucli-loved  Cassey 
by  tlie  light  of  the  burning  tenement,  hurried  away 
towards  the  glen  hy  two  savages?  ^^l'>ugll  crimson  life 
was  trickling  from  his  wound,  lie  fell  new  strength,  and 
flew  towards  ihem  just  as  they  had  gamed  the  bridge. 

liis  never-faihng  gun  felled  one  wretch  to  the  bottom 
of  the  abyss;  the  other  gri.uied  vengeance  on  hiin,  and 
rH^ing  his  tomaliawk,  huiied  it  into  the  brains  of  the  un¬ 
fortunate  brij^i!  (Jeorgu  felt  Ins  lilood  curdle  m  his  veins, 
at  tlijr  sight  of  this  shocking  deed.  lie  called  on  Uod  to 
Hiretigtlion  his  arm,  and  siginng  ‘'rirewell  life!  as  the 
iiiaiiglcd  corpse  of  Ins  wife  lolled  down  the  blood  tinted 
stream,  he  rushed  upon  the  inoiisier,  hulled  him  after  the 
ill-fated  Cassey,  and  fell  dead  on  the  spot!  hince  that  on- 


ness  in  the  deep  blue  of  the  firmament,  and 
the  8o(\  and  fleecy  clouds  that  wandered 
less  expanse,  grateful  and  refreshiiij 
being  accustomed  to  the 


liglitii 
over  the  I 
'g  to  the  eye, 
monotonous  livery,  in  ui,„ 
incessant  snowfalls  had  for  the  last  few  d 
earth. 

“At  all  times,  in  sun-shine,  or  in  snow, 
mer  ’tis  a  beautiful  scene.”  Thus  spok 
as  he  leant  against  one  of  the  low  dusk< 
mouldering  between  the  castle  of  Bally 
peaceful  little  burial  ground,  thi 


repose 

ot  a  towering  eniiii 
mi  the  margin  of  ili 
•niaiitic  Furialire,  <. 
The  keeper  or  mu  i 
square  lower,  kui  u 
tlemcnted,  connected  therewith,  wherein  wouixl 
flight  of  stone  steps,  by  which  access  was  obtained  t| 
prinuipal  apartments,  and  an  embattled  portal  gam 
wore  the  sole  relics  of  this  modern  specimen  of  tl 
architecture.  The  latter  lay  completely  shrouded  n 
deep  masses  of  shadow,  wliile  the  former  loso  up 
their  broken  and  irregular  outline  against  the  deep  t 
of  heaven,  bleached  in  the  cold  moonbeams  of  tlin 
ter’s  night.  The  ruins  of  the  great  portions  of  the  < 
nal  walls,  were  embedded  >u  snow,  on  whose  surtuej 
gentle  lustre  had  been  fitfully  resting  as  in  sport,  i 
other  fragments  showed  their  dark  sides,  covered 
the  weather  stains  of  age,  and  unvisited  by  a  single  g 
of  the  presi.iing  hnlliancy.  In  the  front,  darkly  dis 
slept  in  piofound  and  unbroken  gloom,  those  mou 
ridges  that  flank  the  meandering  course  of  the  A\v 
throughout  this  beautiful  sttetch  of  woodland  sc<i 
The  river  now  rolled  along  like  a  sheet  ofsdver,  ani  J 
solitude  of  grade  and  thicket,  whose  recesses  were  a 

nmin^t  enveloped  in  darkness,  and  the  next  illuini 
Dytne  mcKHnngs  oi  me  niciiow  rnaience.  Thej 
was  one  peculiarly  calculated  to  enkindle  the  imaguJ 
as  well  as  to  gratify  the  eye.  The  present  visiter, « 
expression  evinced  so  much  udmiratiun  oftbis  mnoj 
scene,  appeared  to  he  in  expectation  of  the  arrival  oH 
associate,  as  his  eyes  every  now  and  then  reverted  I 
stylo,  hy  which  he  had  entered  tlie  burial  place,  i 
already  figured  in  a  former  part  of  this  narrative, 
remains  to  announce  his  name — it  was  in  fact  no  { 


in  reference  to  this  si 
what  in  reality  are 
duce  bickerings  and  even  quarrels, 
to  he  a  subject  of  dispute;  yield  them  w 
with  a  smile  of  afTccliun,  for,  rel 
will  only  love  you  the  belter, 
husband  should  always  be  guarded  against  as  tiio  must 
serious  calainily.  Vuu  can  gain  nothing  hy  it,  and  may 
nut  only  lose  his  uflectiun,  but  your  own  happiness  ” 
When  he  returns  from  the  toils  and  the  trials  of  busi¬ 
ness,  receive  him  with  outstretched  arms  and  innocent 
smiles.  It  is  his  portion  to  supply  you  and  your  family 
with  the  necessaries  of  life,  it  is  your’s  to  buoy  up  his 
troubled  spirit  in  misfurlune,  to  be  the  guardian  ungei  in 
his  hours  of  desolation  and  sickness.  Bear  with  his  ab¬ 
sence  and  his  detention  from  home  at  night,  fur  a  long 
lime,  ere  you  chide  him  severely.  Teach  him  how  de¬ 
pendent  is  your  happiness  upon  his  aasidnity  and  tender¬ 
ness,  and  if  he  has  a  human  heart,  he  will  be  won  away 
from  the  haunts  of  vice,  and  from  the  abyss  of  ruin.  Be 
not  profuse  or  profligate  in  your  duniestic  expenses  or 
your  dress,  but  in  every  thing  consult  your  husband’s  in¬ 
terest  and  add  another  link  to  the  chain  of  his  love. 

Treat  vour  servants  as  the  domestics  of  yonr  household, 

'  Out  at  tlie  Baiilt;  ftlllio  VT  Ittt  UIgiaSkJ  Maa« 

I  haughty  nor  tyrannical,  fur  lliese  are  but  evidences  of  a 
i  weak  mind  and  an  iniiuinaii  spirit.  Permit  not  your  no¬ 
tions  of  worldly  pomp  and  grandeur  to  exceed  the  limits 
of  y  our  husband’s  income.  In  no  emergency  live  up  to 
the  extent  of  that  income,  unless  such  a  inedsure  be  indis¬ 
pensable  to  the  sustainment  of  respectability  and  life. 
Never  neglect  your  mind,  nor  forget  to  school  your  chil¬ 
dren  in  the  paths  of  morality.  Think  of  them  as  beings 
whose  happiness  is  in  a  great  tncasiire  connected  with 
your  own,  and  whose  destinies  in  a  few  fleeting  years  will  j 
add  honor  or  dishonor  to  your  character.  May  peace ' 
crown  your  slumbers,  and  prosperity  pour  its  blessed  light  j 
along  your  p  ith — may  the  vessel  m  which  y  ou  have  em- 


A  new  era  is  unfulding  before  you,  and  henceforward  | 
your  destiny  will  take  the  colour  of  his,  by  the  side  of 
whom  you  have  stood  up  and  pledged  your  best  and 
deepest  aflecllons.  Perchance  a  shadow  may  darken 
yoiir  future  path,  or  perchance  another  and  a  richer  beam 
.^•iinshine  will  illume  it.  Certain  it  is  that  much  of  your 
future  happiness  ivill  depend  upon  yourself.  In  early  life 
it  IS  natural  that  vivacity  of  disposition  and  nnacquaiiit- 
ance  with ‘he  vyrprld  should  tempt  the  mirthful  spirit  away 

*  ■  — •  It  is  natural  that 

wdTfc.  *iVor  ♦Inch  the  piiiity  i.f  after  life  would 

f  on  draw  a  veil.  I  (lio  not  say  this  is  your  case;  but  yet 
.Mie  who  has  mingled  iiiiich  in  gay  life,  and  has  witnessed 
more  than  one  heart  sacriliced  iqiun  the  altar  of  aflectioii, 
could  scarcely  have  passed  through  temptation  untinged 
with  u  theiight  of  error,  or  without  a  trespass.  The 
\oung,  the  bright,  and  beautiful  have  passed  before  you. 
iieniua  hasjioiircd  out  its  divine  revelations,  and  goodness 
of  heart  its  kindly  feelings.  Soinethiiig  of  these  lias 
probably  sympathised  with  your  own  free  well-spring  of 
emotion — 'I'liu  passionate  words  of  some  rich  lip  have 
doubtless  won  the  homage  of  your  adiniiation  whilst 
present,  and  the  triluite  of  a  sigh  when  absent.  Vour 
memories  may,  in  your  solitary  hours,  have  wandered 
hack  to  the  image  of  another  than  hi.s  who  now  calls  you 
bridt.  Henceforward  let  the  mantle  of  oblivion  rust  upon 
the  past.  Neither  by  wuid  nor  action  call  iiji  the  most : 
remote  allusion  to  another  love,  (luaid  well  your  hus¬ 
band’s  character.  Voiir’s  from  the  moment  you  hecunie  ' 
a  wife,  is  rendered  doulily  inviolate.  Kepiitation  to  a 
woman  is  the  very  essence  of  her  husband's  spirit.  'I’liat 
which  derogates  in  the  slightest  fioin  her,  aberrates  two¬ 
fold  from  his  standing  in  society.  Prefer  his  interests,  in  ' 
every  way,  to  every  other  consideration.  Never  attempt ' 
ruling  him  hy  irritated  feelings,  arrogated  superiority  or  j 
excited  jealousy.  Kiiher  of  these  means  will  nut  only  \ 
prove  unsuccessful,  hut  will,  in  a  short  time  destroy  his 
atfection.  Gentleness,  confidence,  and  modesty  of  eharae- 
ter  thrciughoul  every  event  of  life,  will  retain  and  strength¬ 
en  hit  ivgard.  If  he  be  a  man  of  intelligence,  these  vir¬ 
tues  will  win  from  him  admiration  and  estimation  of  yonr 
chtixclel,— If  bo  be  a  fool,  your  line  of  conduct  is  plain, 
•nd  yuar  task  is  not  only  to  administer  to  his  foibles,  but 
to  his  undlrstanding.  Never  permit  caprice  or  your  pas- 
•ioiis  to  ovenmine  your  judgment,  more  especially  if  your 


should  he  a  soldier,  when  the  promise  took  full  ' 
mediate  possession  of  my  soul,  and  from  that  day  I 
lost  man,”  Such  wuie  the  thoughts  that  passed 
through  his  mind,  while  he  lingered  by  the  ruins, 
peculiar  whistle  from  the  road-side  put  an  end  to 
flections,  and  he  turned  round,  looked  in  tire  d 
wiicnce  the  sounds  proceeded,  and  called  out,  Sh 
that  you?” 

“Who  else  'ud  it  be,”  replied  the  person  addre 
he  advanced  towards  him.” 


SELECTED. 


UHCNNAN  THE  ROBBER. 

AN  EXTRACT. 

It  was  night,  and  the  keen  bitter  blasts  that  had  been 
rushing  through  the  valley  at  intervals  during  the  fore¬ 
noon  were  giadually  dying  away.  There  was  a  clear- 
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more  HO  than  on  th«  present  occ.-iniun.  Erary  thin|t  wa* 
at  he  promised  itthoul.i  he.’*  He  whistleil;  hiseoiiipnn- 
ions  sprung  from  their  voiicealmeut,  and  all  three  proceed¬ 
ed  at  a  rapid  pace  tnw.ard  the  village  nf  BallyhooU. 

“1  must  be  in  Cork  to-munow,  ithawn,”  said  Price, 
when  they  had  arrived , there,  "and  you  may  as  well  bring 
out  Ball,  fur  ‘tis  hotter  for  me  to  sleep  at  D-in  Cahill’s  to¬ 
night.  It  will  be  so  much  ulT  the  journey  in  the  morn- 

...  .....  .  , 


•‘Well,  Shawn,  h.ave  you  brought  the  hurset 
gTinie  FowlueT” 

“Brought  the  horse  do  you  sayT  an’  that  1  did 
S  Foley’s  door  this  hour  back,”  was  the  reply. 

“W  here  is  Fowliic?”  asked  Price. 

“Where  would  he  be,  but  wid  the  horse  ir 
flisre  IleAhim  merry  enough,  1  warrant  you.” 

“(io  on  and  call  him  at  once,  and  I  believe  the  horse 
vilt  nut  be  w<anled.  Put  him  up  until  yo4i  come  back.” 

They  lcl\  the  cliarch  yard  and  .advanced  towards  the 
iilhigc,  but  had  not  reached  within  some  paces  of  the 
[iiihllc  house,  when  Tim  Fowluo’s  voice  was  heard  giving 
Mh  lustily  a  favourite  Irish  song,  which  wo  have  en¬ 
deavoured  to  translate,  preserving  as  much  as  possible, 
ihe  simplicity  of  the  original. 

I  There  are  flowers  in  the  valley, 


Where  ||  staring  at  him  in  undisguised  astonishment,  if  not  alarm. 

A  small  table  ami  writing  desk  were  before  him;  several 
papers  lay  acattered  about,  in  the  arrangement  of  which 
he  had  been  apparently  occupied,  at  the  moment  the  in¬ 
truder  made  his  appearance. 

"You  know  me,  captain  Allen?”  said  Price,  opening  the 
conversation. 

“Yes!”  was  the  reply. 

".Miss  Littleton  is,  I  understand,  dead.  Is  it  so?” 
"Yes!”  replied  he. 

"Then  you  can  have  no  objection  to  sign  this  acknow¬ 
ledgment,  air,”  ho  remarked,  “which  you  will  please  to 
read  over,”  handing  him  the  paper;  "but  lest  there  should 
be  any  demur,  I  have  thought  tit  to  bring  some  pursuasive 
arguments  with  me,  the  force  of  which  you  will  readily 
allow.”  So  saying,  ho  drew  forth  from  his  side  pocket 
two  pistols,  one  of  which  he  cocked,  and  presented  to¬ 
wards  the  astounded  captain. 

"I  can  have  no  hesitation,”  replied  Mr.  A.,  "in  signing 
this  paper,  which  is  merely  an  acknowledgment  of  what 
I  never  denied,  the  receipt  of  the  seven  thousand  pounds 
from  the  late  Mrs.  Littleton,  for  the  use  of  her  daughter. 
I  am  only  surprised  why  you  should  resort  to  such  an  ex¬ 
traordinary  mode  of  procedure  in  my  ow’n  house,  to  ob¬ 
tain  my  signature.” 

“Any  explanation,  sir,  between  us,  is  unnecessary.  We 
know  each  other.— Sign  that  document,  and  my  business 
with  you  will  be  partly  eflected.” 

"Is  there  any  thing  else,”  enquired  the  captain,  “to 
satisfy  you  that  this  money  shall  be  furthcoming,  when  de¬ 
manded  in  a  proper  manner?” 

‘•Yes,  one  thing  more,”  rejoined  the  other,  “I  «vani 
Mrs.  Littleton’s  will,  which  is  in  y«>ur  possession.” 

AII«n’a  lifts  ffuivarsd,  his  bi^came  suddenly  pale, 

while  he  looked  round  to  a  second  door  that  led  to  the 
rear  of  the  house,  as  if  with  an  intention  of  effecting  a  re¬ 
treat  from  a  conference  that  was  growing  every  instant 
more  intolerable. 

“The  door  is  locked,  sir,”  observed  liis  visiter,  “and  no 
means  of  evading  my  demand  left  you.  Come,  sir,  I  have 
but  little  time  to  lose;  give  up  the  will,”  said  Price. 

“It  can  be  of  no  use  to  you,  young  msn,”  replied  .\l!eii, 


j  He  accordingly  proceeded  thither,  and  m  about  three 
'  quarters  of  an  hour  was  comfortably  establisherl  in  Dan’s 
little  parlour.  He  was  not  leA  much  time  for  reflection  on 
the  late  scene,  when  the  landloid  entered  and  informed 
'  him  that  m.ijor  Russell  was  riding  nt  a  furious  rate  toward 
'  the  Inn.  “The  night  is  bright,”  added  he,  “and  he’s 
I  near  the  gate  so  that  1  can’t  be  mistaken.” 

[  “There  lot  him,”  was  the  brief  reply. 

I  “This  answer  was  scarcely  uttered  when  in  rushed  the 
'  major  himself,  almost  out  of  breath. 

I  “Thank  Heavenl”  he  exclaimed,  “my  chase  has  not 
been  in  vain.  Once  more  we've  met,  and  1  aball  hold 
I  myself  the  greater  scoundrel  of  the  two,  if  you  escape  me 
this  time.  Villain,  you  have  destroyed  the  victim  of  your 
■eduction;”  and  he  advanced  toward  Price  with  the  pistol 
that  he  held  in  his  right  hand  presented  toward  the 
young  man’s  liead. 

“  ’Tis  false,”  cried  the  other,  “your  blood  ia  as  cheap 
as  mine;  major,  a  bullet  pays  for  either,”  added  he,  coolly, 
as  ho  stood  similarly  provided  before  him. 

[  “You  are  my  prisoner,”  replied  the  major;  "you  dare 
not  fire,”  attempting  to  seize  him. 

I  “Keep  ofl' major  Russell,  you  know  not  who  you  deal 

!  With.” 

I  “You  deceive  yourself,”  answered  he,  “I  know  I  have 
Io  deal  with  Bretmnn  »h«  Uohbnr.  I).ire  you  deny  that?  ' 

The  landlord,  who  had  continued  during  this  angry  dia¬ 
logue  in  the  room,  now  suddenly  withdrew,  and  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  hectic  crossed  the  young  fellow’s  cheek  and  brow 
as  he  boldly  replied— “I  am  the  man!” 

To  spring  forward,  d  ish  aside  the  pistol  of  bia  antago¬ 
nist,  trip  up  Ilia  heels,  and  lay  him  prostrate  at  his  feet, 
was  to  Brennan — the  most  expert  and  active  wrestler  in 
Munster — but  the  exertion  of  a  moment,  and  a  feat  too  of¬ 
ten  practised  to  fail  him  on  the  present  occasion.  But 
in  this  brief  struggle  the  major  was  not  idle,  for  he  bad 
firmly  inserted  his  hand  under  the  Rnpparee’a  neckcloth, 
and  ill  the  full  necessarily  dragged  him  down  with  him. 
He  fell  on  one  knee  beside  him,  put  his  hand  to  bia  neck, 
and  exclaiming,  “your  informant  might  have  added  some 
more  unpalatable  news;”  he  whispered  something  in  hie 
ear,  leaped  on  his  feet,  and  leaving  hit  cravat  in  the  gtaap 
of  Russell,  rushed  out  of  the  apartment.  «  •  • 

Curt  for  tetak  eyes. — Take  a  pair  of  apectaclee  with 
silver  rims,  dislodge  the  glasses  fiom  them,  and  lodge  th/ 1 
rims  on  your  nose,  so  that  the  eyes  may  have  fair  play. 
Prohatum  est.  A  gentleman  complaining  of  uieak  eyes, 
inquired  at  a  fancy  store  fur  a  pair  of  spectacles;  a  large 
box  of  them  were  set  out  before  him  on  the  counter,  tod 
he  commenced  searching  for  a  pair  that  would  strengtbea 
liis  visual  organ;  which  by  the  length  of  time  it  took  k'  ^ 
in  the  trial,  appeared  to  be  no  easy  task.  AAer 
hour’s  investigation,  however,  be  succeeded  inselejj  ^ 
pair  to  his  liking,  lie  held  up  a  newspaper  and  com  * 
the  print  with  perfect  ease.  “1  believp.  Mister,  thJ 
suit  my  eyes:  what’s  the  price?”  “One  dollar.”  “7  ^ 

your  money,”  said  the  customer,  who,  having  Is  ^ 


And  fruit  on  the  hill. 

Sweet  scented  and  smiling,  r 

Resort  where  you  will; 

But  the  sweetest  and  brightest, 

111  spring-time  or  summer. 

Is  the  girl  of  mv  heart, 

The  young  Rate  of  Kilcummer. 

Oil!  I’d  wnnder  from  day-break 
’Till  night’s  gloomy  fall, 

Full  sure  such  another  ^ 

I’d  ne’er  meet  at  all; 

A.S  the  rose  to  the  bee — 

.As  the  sunshine  to  summer — 

So  welcome  to  me. 

Is  young  Kate  of  Kilcummer. 

There  was  an  end  to  the  song  as  soon  as  the  announce- 
<  nt  of  Trice’s  name  was  made  by  Shawn,  and  he  ran  out 
Foley’s  and  muttered  some  apologies  for  having  kept  him 
luinute  on  the  road,  adding,  “I  was  wishing  to  see  you 
)C8,  indeed  1  was  so.” 

“do  it  spjreaiod  Tim,  and  for  tWm* 

iwri  to  dunk,  a  most  expeditions  way  surely  of  seeing 


answered  the  fellow, 


’Vou  know  what  you  have  now  to  do  I  hope,  to  keep 
the  premises,  and  if  you  hear  the  report  of  a  pistol, 
through  all  opposition,  into  the  parlour.” 

^heii  they  arrived  at  the  place  of  their  destination,  all 
'•in  great  confusion,  servants  running  to  and  fro,  all 
»•,  and  but  few  executing  various  commands.  On 
enquiry,  he  was  informed  that  the  captain  was  in 
^parlour  and  alone. 

l^be  door  was  opened,  he  entered,  and  having  carefully 
M  it  afler  him,  advanced  to  captain  Allen,  who  sat 


/ 
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about  to  be  baptized.  The  congregation  had  not  assom-  j|  length  of  time  that  elapeed  before  the  clear  air-belU  la 
bled  to  the  toll  of  the  hellj— but  each  heart  knew  the  hour  sparkling  on  the  agitated  surface.  The  lite  was  ove^ 
and  observed  it;  for  there  arc  a  hundred  sun-dials  among  and  the  religious  service  of  the  day  closed  by  a  P  im 
the  bills,  woods,  moors,  and  fields,  and  the  shepherd  and  The  mighty  rocks  hemmed  in  the  holy  sound,  and  sent ' 
the  peasant  ace  the  hours  passing  by  them  in  sunshine  in  a  more  compacted  volume,  clear,  sw’eet,  and  strong  n 
and  shadow.  to  Heaven.  When  the  Psalm  ceased,  an  echo,  liiij'^ 

The  church  in  which  they  were  assembled  was  hewn,  spirit’s  voice,  was  heard  dying  away  high  ap  aniwg  tlu 
by  God’s  hand,  out  of  the  eternal  rucks.  A  river  rolled  1  magaificent  architecture  of  the  cliffs,  and  once  more  mi 9)1 
its  way  through  a  mighty  chasm  of  cliffs,  several  hundred  j  be  noticed  in  the  silence  of  the  reviving  voice  of  th 
feet  hig!i,  of  which  the  one  side  presented  enormous  mas-  j  waterfall, 
ses,  and  the  other  corresponding  recesses,  as  if  the  great ,  jygt  ^ 

stone  ginllc  had  been  rent  by  a  convulsion.  The  chan- 1  the  pool,  a  loud  voice  was  heard,  and  a  plaid  hung  ovc 
ncl  was  overspread  with  prodigious  fragments  of  rock  or  |  on  the  point  of  a  shepherd’s  staff.  Their  watchful  sent. 


THK  HAI»TISM.  | 

It  is  a  ple.isant  and  impressive  time,  when  at  the  close  ! 
of  divine  service,  in  sonic  small  country  church,  there' 
takes  place  the  gentle  stir  and  preparation  for  a  Baptism. 
A  sudden  air  of  cliecrfninoss  spreads  over  the  whole  con-  j 
gregation;  the  inoro  solemn  expression  of  all  countenances  | 
fades  away:  and  it  is  at  once  felt,  that  a  rite  is  ahoiit  to  he 
performed,  w'hich,  alihongh  of  a  sacred  and  awful  kind,  is 
yet  connected  with  a  thousand  delightful  associations  of 
purity,  bc  uity,  and  innocence.  Then  there  is  an  eager  | 
bending  of  smiling  faces  over  the  humble  galleries— an  un-  j 
conscious  rising  up  in  affectionate  curiosity — and  a  slight  ^ 
murmuring  sound  in  wliicli  is  no  violation  of  the  Sabbath  | 
s>uictity  of  (rod’s  house,  when  in  the  middle  passage  of' 
the  church  the  parly  of  women  is  seen,  matrons  and  | 
maids,  who  bear  in  their  hosoiiis,  or  in  their  arms,  the! 
Iielplevs  being.s  about  to  ho  made  members  of  the  Chris¬ 
tian  ConiiDuniuti. 

There  sit  all  drcs.scd  becomingly  in  white,  the  fund  and 
happy  bajitismal  group.  Tiic  babes  have  been  entrusted, 
for  a  precious  hour,  to  the  bosoms  of  young  maidens. 


summit  of  these  precipices.  A  party  of  soldiers  were  im 
mediately  upon  him,  and  demanded  what  signals  he  hai 
been  making,  and  to  whom;  when  one  of  them,  lookinj 
over  tho  edge  of  tlie  cliff,  exclaimed,  “see,  seel  Iljin 
phrey,  we  have  caught  the  whole  Tabernacle  of  the  Lor] 
in  a  net  at  last.  There  they  are,  praising  God  among  th 
stones  of  the  river  Mouss.  These  are  the  Cartlaa 
Craigs.  By  my  soul's  salvation,  a  noble  Cathedral! 

I  “Fling  lying  sentinel  over  the  cliffs.  Here  is  a  cat. 
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^iebrate  the  ordinances  of  religion.  It  was  now  the  j  Some  of  the  younger  or 
*abbaih-day,— and  a  small  congregation  of  about  a  hun-  down  into  tho  pool,  in  v 
ed  souls  had  mot  fw  divine  service  in  a  place  of  wor-  ed,  and  now  and  then, 
're  mogiiiticcnt  thau  any  temple  that  human  hands  moiushing  whispers  of  1 
*  built  to  Deity.  Here,  too,  wore  three  childron  to  the  water,  tliut  they 


XT 
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of  vacuity,  nnd  likn  a  malhemalical  point,  haa  naiyA 
length,  breadth  or  tlnckne<«a.  lt»  builders  are  theCypha^ 
oftlie  Earth,  nnd  its  inhabitants  tl>e  shades  of  the  daadj 
It  is  to  this  that  vanity  is  ever  aspiring,  and  when  aha  ob¬ 
tains  it,  she  possesses  herself* 


and  breathe  richer  fragranceT  So  if  a  heart  be  touched 
with  a  story  of  distress,  it  will  at  the  same  time  expeii- 
ance  a  delightful  sensation;  nnd  if  the  tears  often  times 
flow,  say,  can  y 


As  the  soldiers  were  standing  together  irresolute,  a  noise  | 
came  upon  their  ears  like  distant  thunder,  but  even  more 
ippaling:  and  a  slight  current  of  air,  as  if  propelled  by  it,  | 
past  whispering  along  the  sweet-briers,  and  the  broom,  | 
and  the  tresses  of  the  birch-trees.  It  came  deepening, 
and  rolling,  and  roaring  on,  and  the  very  Cartland  Craigs 
«hook  to  their  foundation  as  if  in  an*  earthquake.  “The 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  us — what  is  this?”  And  down 
fell  many  of  the  miserable  wretches  on  their  knees,  and 
iw>me  on  their  faces,  upon  the  sharp-pointed  rocks.  Now, 
It  was  like  the  sound  of  many  myriads  of  chariots  rolling 
•n  their  iron  axles  down  the  stormy  channel  of  the  torrent. 
The  old  grey-haired  minister  issued  from  the  mouth  of 
Wallace’s  Cave,  and  said,  with  a  loud  voice,  “The  Lord 
God  terrible  reigneth.”  A  water-spout  had  burst  up 
among  the  moorlands,  and  the  river,  in  its  power,  was  at 
hind.  There  it  came- 


ou  cull  it  weakness?  can  you  wish  to  be 
divested  of  this  genuine  test  of  tenderness,  and  desire  the 
departure  of  Sensibility? 

Ah!  no,  fair  nymph!  still  deign  tobe  my  attendant,  teach 
me  to  sigh  with  the  unhappy,  and  with  the  happy  to  re¬ 
joice.  I  am  now  sensible  that  the  pleasure  which  arises 
from  legends  of  sorrow,  owes  its  origin  to  the  certain 
knowledge,  that  our  hearts  arc  not  callous  to  the  fine  feel¬ 
ings,  but  that  W'e  have  some  generous  joys,  and  generous 
cares  beyond  ourselves. 

Scarcely  had  I  pronounced  these  words,  when  the  loud 
telling  of  the  village  bell  broke  the  fetter  in  which  .Mor¬ 
pheus  had  bound  me,  and  dispelled  the  airy  illusion. 


The  desire  of  being  a  tea- 
ant  of  this  airy  mansion,  is  so  epidemical,  that  it  reaohee 
to  the  lowest  of  the  vulgar,  and  inflames  the  breasts  of 
persons,  who  are  so  stupid  as  to  be  totally  incapable  of  any 
other  passion.  Hence  it  is  that  in  the  scale  of  chimerae, 
mankind  are  always  on  the  accent— -and  their  importance 
and  dignity  regularly  increases.  Could  their  chimeraa 
however  take  the  coiitrury  turn,  hoiv  much  better  inig);t 
It  still  be,  both  for  themselves  and  their  neighbors.  And 
surely  if  bv  such  art,  we  may  raise  ourselves  a  degree  in 
life,  and  enjoy  superior  dignities  by  the  forgeries  of  ima- 
might,  I  should  think,  in  like  manner,  sink 
humbler  condition;  since  to  go  down 
I  would  therefore  have 


ginatiun, 
ourselves  to  an 
stairs  is  easier  than  to  go  up. 
those  persons  who  aro  in  afliuent  circumstances,  and 
whom  Providence  has  appointed  stewards  for  the  poor, 
conceive  for  a  few  moments,  that  they  are  distressed  them¬ 
selves,  and  level  their  castles  to  the  humility  of  the  cot¬ 
tage.  This  might  become  as  not  only  a  harmless  but 
\  very  useful  species  of  chimera,  it  would  eradicate  pride-, 
and  promote  benevolence. 

CHARACTER  OF  AN  UPSTART. 

“Thank  Ileavcnl”  exclaimed  old  Grubs,  standing  near 
a  mountain,  and  looking  with  infinite  complacency  at  the 
i  domains  the  auctioneer’s  hammer  had  aaaigned  him,-— 
“thank  ileavenl  1  am  worth  at  least  a  pluml— [undsritood 
to  be  1U0,000L] 

“I  am  worth  at  least  a  pluml”  aays  he,  “fairly  scraped 
together;  earned  by  lucky  hits  and  at  'change.  Wall!  I 
think  I’ll  buy  a  borough  for  Jack,  and  Bob  shall  have  a 
company.  Polly,  yes  Polly  shall  taka  tha  booimg  easl  of 
Litiledale. 

“I  am  worth  at  least  a  pluml  1  was  juat  aixty-five  last 
Candlemas.  I  am  yet  hale  and  strong.  Go  to:  I’ll  with¬ 
draw  from  the  bustle  of  the  world,  and  the  busy  hum  of 
men.  I’ll  retire,  and  enjoy  life. 

“Good!”  continued  old  Grubs,  manfully  stumping  up 
the  mountain’s  sido,  “Good!  I  am  worth  at  least  a  plum! 
aye,  here  I’ll  build  me  a  snug,  warm  box;  there  I’ll  plant 
my  orchard;  on  this  side  I'll  have  my  summer  house,  on 
that  ray  hot-beds;  round  that  angle  we’ll  run  up  the  sta¬ 
bles;  yonder  I’ll  dig  my  ire-house.  VVhewt  bow  all 
those  filthy  huts  and  hovels  stand  blockading  up  my  viewl 
No  matter!  I’ll  even  take  them  off  squire  Oumpk'm’a  band* 
at  once:  then— every  one  shall  come  down.” 

“Consider,  your  worship!”  observed  the  steward,  “con¬ 
sider,  Sir,  what  can  those  poor  peasants,  so  hard  at  werk, 

‘Do?  curse  'em! 


■tumbling  along  into  that  long 
reach  of  clifis,  and  in  a  moment  filled  it  with  oiM  mass  of 
waves.  Huge  agitated  clouds  of  foam  rode  on  the  surface 
uf  a  blood-red  torrent.  An  army  must  have  been  swept 
ntTbv  that  flood.  The  soldiers  perished  in  a  moment — 
but  high  up  in  the  cliffs,  above  the  sweep  of  destruction, 
were  the  covenanters — men,  tSromen,  and  children,  utter- 
ing  prayers  to  God,  unheard  by  themselves,  in  that  raging 
tkunder.  Lights  and  Shadows  of  Scottish  life. 


THE  ADVANTAGE  OF  CHIMERAS. 

It  has  been  wisely  ordained  by  Providence,  that  every 
man  should  have  a  certain  humor  and  disposition  peculiar 
to  himself. 


Thus,  each  has  his  particular  fancy,  which 
furnishes  him  with  a  hobby-horse:  as  the  facetious  Shan- 1 
dy  demonstrates  in  his  discourse  on  that  aubjecl:  and 
this  whim,  as  hobby-horse,  contributes  to  the  comfort  and 
facility  of  his  journey  through  life. 

If  we  had  nut  always  some  object  in  view,  to  excite 
our  conduct,  and  engage  our  attention;  how  miserable  and 
inactive  would  we  be:  and  though  that  object  is  often  a 
mere  chimera,  and  absolutely  unattainable;  the  pursuit  of 
it  however,  is  nor  altogether  useless. 

Perhaps  a  closer  examination  of  circumstances  might 
convince  us,  that  in  this  respect  whole  nations  are  influ¬ 
enced  by  chimeras,  as  well  as  individuals,  and  aim  in  a  col¬ 
lective  capacity  at  what  it  is  altogether  impossible  they 
should  ever  accomplish.  Be  this  as  it  may;  the  celebra-' 


THE  BIRTH  OF  SENSIBILITY. 

OsE  beautful  serene  summer’s  evening,  after  rambling 
in  a  grove  of  laurels,  till  the  lamp  of  night  arose,  and  sil¬ 
vered  the  objects  about  me,  I  seated  myself  on  the  banks 
of  a  winding  river;  a  weeping  willow  spread  over  me  its 
branches,  which  drooping  swept  the  stream:  an  antique 
tower  partly  in  ruins,  mantled  in  ivy,  and  surrounded  with 
vew  and  cypress,  was  ths  only  object  to  be  aaen.  I  had 
been  reading  a  melancholy  talc,  which  in  strong  colours 
Impressed  itself  on  my  memory,  and  led  me  to  reflect  on 
the  change  of  pleasure  we  sometimes  feel,  in  perusing  the 
most  tragical  story.  What,  said  I,  can  occasion  it?  can 
the  human  heart  delight  in  the  misfortunes  of  another?  for¬ 
bid  it  Hoavenl  My  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  surface  of  the 
water,  the  soft  beams  of  Luna,  sported  on  the  waves;  all 
nature  seemed  bushed  to  repose:  when  a  gentle  slumber 
senses,  and  melhouglit  a  being  of  angelic 


stole  upon  my 

form  seated  herself  beside  me;  a  mantle  of  the  palest  sap¬ 
phire  hung  over  her  shoulders  to  the  ground,  her  flaxen 
hair  fell  in  wavering  curls  on  her  fine  neck,  and  a  white 
veil  almost  transparent  shaded  her  face;  as  she  lifted  it  up, 
the  sighed,  and  continued  for  some  moments  silent:  never 
•lid  I  behold  a  countenance  so  delicate,  and  notwithetand- 
mga  smile  playerl  upon  her  coral  lips,  her  lovely  blue  eyes 
were  surcharged  with  tears,  and  resembled  violets  drop- 
jiing  with  dew:  beneath  her  veil  she  wore  a  w'reath  of 
mingled  amaranths  and  jessamine.  Wonder,  not  said  she. 


or  their  wives,  do  without  cottagof?”— 

Do?  faith!  let  them  do  as  well  as  they  can;  'tia  no  con¬ 
cern  of  mine.  And,  bark  ye,  friendl  Do  you  see  that 
village-mill,  which  makes  such  an  infernal  clack?  Do  you 
see,  I  say,  how  its  wheel  obstructs  the  stream  which 
waters  my  grounds?  Come,  no  w’ords!  that  shall  go  too.” 

“Dear,  your  honour,  consider,  where  shall  the  neigh¬ 
bours  get  their  com  ground?” — “Fiddle-faddle,  mani  Let 
them  grind  it  where  they  can;  but  not  near  nuf  house*' 
8o  sagely  speculated  old  Grubs;  and  be  cn^  kome 
pleased  with  the  ptojcct  of  his  brain,  lie  suppeJ  I  wHily, 
he  took  his  ale,  and  he  cracked  bis  jokee;  be  uf  Wd  out 
two  pipes  of  beet  Virginia,  and  be  went  to  bed!  r4t  4i 
apoplexy  came  on  euc'denly  in  the  night,  and-/  \  ^ 
more  awoke.  f 

The  cots,  therefore,  and  the  vtUage-rain,/  a 
they  were;  and  the  peasantry  live  on  ae  tbejf  m 
whilst  old  Grabs,  who  was  teorth  at  least  a  m 

the  village  church-yard,  and  hia  name  is  ^ 

’Change.  .  i 


wue  can  please.  I  am  called  Sensibility,  and  have  been 
from  infancy  your  constant  companion;  my  sire  was  Hu¬ 
manity,  and  my  mother  Sympathy,  the  daughter  of  Ten¬ 
derness.  I  was  born  in  a  cavern,  overshadowed  with 
myrtles  and  orange  trees,  at  the  foot  of  Parnassus, 
and  consigned  to  the  care  of  Melpomene,  who  fed  me 
will)  honey  from  Hjbla,  and  lulled  me  to  rest  with  plain- j 
live  songs  and  iiieinnrholy  mnsic,  down  one  side  of  the 
vaveru  ran  a  stream  from  Helicon,  and  in  the  trees  around 
It  the  doves  and  nightingales  build  their  nests.  I  make  it 
my  sole  care  to  augment  the  felicity  of  some  favoured 
mortals,  who  nevertheless  repine  at  my  influence,  and 
*ould  gladly  be  under  the  dominion  of  Apathy.  Alas! 
iow  inconsiderate!  If  the  rose  has  thorns,  has  it  not  a 
'•urmeil  tincture  and  ambrosial  sweetness?— If  the  wood- 
l>ine  droops,  laden  with  tlie  dew  drops  of  the  morning, 
when  the  sun  has  exhaled  them,  will  it  not  be  refre»hod 


> 

« 
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say,  in  the  most  emphatical  manner,  pay  what  thou  oweat, 
When  I  see  a  man  giving  largo  ami  expensive  enter- 
in  a  style  of  princely  extravagance,  re- 


f  J  WHAT  IS  BKAUTY1 

/  Whv,  vencrahle  Kaliph  Mahmoud  Raif,  before  his  spirit 
f  ^8  receiveil  hy  the  angel  of  death,  concluded  his  faro- 
f  iVoll  address  to  his  beloved  son,  with  the  following  in¬ 
i'  junction:  “Ismael,”  said  he,  “take  hut  ««*;  wife  to  thybo- 
C  aom,  but  bo  careful  that  she  is  pr.rfecthj  IteaiUi/'itl:  if  thoii 
.if  dost  inUtrnst  thine  own  judgment,  seek  the  opinions  ol 
j  tho  sages  of  dilTeront  cotin’ries,  for  wisilom  is  not  cmfiii- 
i  ed  within  tho  narrow  bono  I  of  mdiv  itln  il  capacity.”  'I'he 
weeping  youth  heinh’d  his  ImkIv  to  the  (;arth  in  token  oi 
his  ohoti.enco;  and  the  eooritetnncc  ot  Ins  aged  |iarent 
was  decked  with  the  sweet  sinde  of  contentment,  as  his 
■oul  fled  from  its  pcri-.hm<r  habitation. 

1'ho  youthful  Ismael  hail  long  cberislied  the  glowing 
^  passion  of  love  tor  tho  virgin  Xelmii;  vi 
I  benign  inthience  in  her  heart, 
person 


o**w  ttave  reproached 
!  what  could  we  have 
accusation?  Even  in 
the  intellectual 
fair  republic;  what  clubs  of  long,  or 
itation  hold  their  regular  courts  for  the 
ivision  of  literary  errors,  and  the  super- 
aste?  It  has  its  museum,  its  libraries, 
ts  athenaeum;  all  presenting  an  impo- 


tainments,  living 

gardless  of  the  ruinous  consequences  of  his  fortune;  and  |j  this  mind-nurturing  city  of  Philadelphia, 
at  the  same  time  putting  off  the  payment  of  the  trader’s  j|  metropol' 
bill,  under  the  most  frivolous  pretences;  I  am  ready  to  cry  |j  wide,  or 
out,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  pay  what  thou  owest.  jl  exaniinat 

-  vision  of 

LITERARY  CLUBS.  j  Us  iheat 

Who,  we  say  once  more,  would  not  be  a  club  man?  Ifj  ,,ing  a^ra 
there  is  any  imainbilious  two-legged  creature,  who  desires  j  which  rc 
not  to  be.  or  have  been  club  companions  of  the  wise,  the  i  are  its  cli 
witty,  and  the  vvariii-hearted,  let  him  be  written  down  a.  agroeabl 
I  blockliead,  and  no  honest  social  follow.  Is  it  not  profita-  I  niutriculi 


irtne  had  shed  its 
blit  nature  had  formed  her, 
in  an  angry  mood,  and  remlered  it  a  singular  con¬ 
trast  to  thu  beauties  that  grticed  licr  mind. 

Tho  Words  of  tile  expii  mg  c.ilipli,  however,  remained 
indelibly  fixed  m  the  mind  of  his  dutiful  child,  who  re¬ 
solved  implicitly  to  obey  his  fatlier’s  commands,  although  j 
his  aitachiiiciit  to  Zelim a  was  the  source  of  many  a  volun-  i 
tary  sigh;  hut  filial  ubedietiee  triiimplied  over  love,  and  he  < 
proceeded  to  the  kaliii,  or  inn,  in  wlilch  the  various  iidia- 1 
bilanis  of  tho  eartli  were  assembled.  I 

Ismael  had  scutceU  m  ide  known  tho  object  of  his  visit, 
when  tho  guests  di'pl  ived  to  him  the  dilfercnt  ideas  of 
beauty,  entertained  by  their  re-pective  countries,  and  ea¬ 
gerly  advised  him  to  be  guided  by  them  in  the  choice  of  a 
hride;  an  .\ rah  of  the  desert  lavished  eneoniiiims  on  the 
women  of  Ins  nation  for  ti' leking  the  edge  of  their  eye¬ 
lids,  which  he  .itiiriiied,  rendered  lliimi  cumpletc  beauties; 
a  native  of  the  l.adrune  Islands,  said,  that  beauty  consist¬ 
ed  in  black  teeth  and  w  hile  liair:  an  iiiliabitaiit  of  the  pro- 
xiiieu  of  i'uni  iiia,  ailiiiired  tliiii  ebooks,  long  visage,  and 
tKiremt-ly  large  ituglH:  a  Chinese  preferred  small  crippled 
feet;  a  'i'urk  eor|iiiluiicy  and  largo  Id.ack  eyes;  a  (ireen- 
lainlor  tbe  cti-loiii  of  painting  tho  face  blue  or  yellow;  a 
MuiO.tv lie  dool.iied  tliat  a  wonnn  whose  features  were 
not  load)  d  w  itii  |i  lint,  was  peif  i'ilv  liidcoiis;  and  an  Kng- 
li.sliiu  111  alio tved  dial  the  torn  desuf  his  country  had  udopt- 
ad  the  opinion  of  die  Muscovite! 

Ulliois  of  the  coinpiiiy  wore  ftrep  iriiig  to  olTor  their 
opinions,  when  an  lioly  darviche,  w  all  mu'Icst  a<'tiun,  ail- 
dressed  tliu  young  kalipli:  ‘’Miglity  Prince,”  said  he, 
“tlie  most  liuiiiblu  ul  yiur  slaves,  wishes  to  lay  ?iis  lowly 
mile  ol  advice  at  your  lec.l.”  “'Ptucecd,  holy  dervicc,”  re¬ 
plied  isinacl.  The  vciie  able  sage  icjoincd‘  “I  have  dili¬ 
gently  studied  the  divine  laiign  ige  of  tlie  genii,  and  niv 
endeavors  li  ive  been  crow  ned  with  success;  this  s.icred 
vohnne  contains  the  huits  of  mv  tod:  in  this  voiir  wislics 
will  be  gratified.”  The  judge  of  the  faithful  eagerly  seiz¬ 
ed  the  precious  gift,  and  found  written  in  letters  of  gold, 


hot  because  there  are  no  club  propensities  among  us  that 
we  have  to  mourn  over  the  want  of  clubs.  But  it  is  to 
be  feared  that  the  right  spirit  of  aggregation,  if  the  term 
may  he  used,  does  not  sufficiently  animate  us;  that  the 
dames  of  social  feeling  which  should  warm  our  hearts, 
and  illume  our  heads,  is  too  often  suppressed  by  the  bust¬ 
ling  cares  of  this  outward  world.  It  ought  not  to  be  so, 
for  we  are  responsible  to  our  own  times,  and  shall  be  held 
much  more  so  by  posterity,  for  treating  with  neglect,  or 
attempting  to  quench  the  social  literary  enthusiasm;  fhat 
mutual  product  of  the  mind  and  the  heart,  which  might 
induce  us  to  organize  club-fraternities,  which  would  re¬ 
dound  both  to  our  own  pleasure  and  instruction,  and  to 
the  iiiiproveineiii  of  useful  and  polite  literature. — Evans. 

“In  all  w  irs,  it  is  usual  for  the  contending  powers  to  of¬ 
fer  up  prayers  to  heaven  for  their  own  success  and  the 
overthrow  of  their  enemies,  each  party  frequently  adding 
‘according  to  tho  justness  of  our  cause,  O  Lord,  help  us, 


cannot  bo  precisely  just,  it  would  perhaps  be  quite  as  judi¬ 
cious,  and  certainly  more  sincere,  as  well  as  modest,  to 
adopt  the  language  or  at  least  the  spirit  of  an  old  Scotch 
woman  who  was  a  sutler  in  tlie  Duke  of  Marlborough’s 
army.  It  so  happened,  that  this  faithful  follower  of  the 
camp  was  on  one  evening  talking  to  a  venerable  sister  of 
the  same  profession,  but  one  of  the  same  country,  on  tho 
probable  consequences  of  an  engagement  expected  to  be 
fought  between  the  two  armies  next  morning.  ‘Weil, 
said  the  English  sutler,  ‘well— it  will  most  certainly  be  a 
most  bloody  iiattle;  and  all  I  have  to  say,  is,  May  God 


FOR  THK  FMERALD. 

TO  E. 

Oh!  tune  that  lyre  again,  my  love. 

Its  notes  speak  raptures  to  niy  heart; 

It  ttdis  me  ne’er  from  thee  to  rove. 

It  bids  me  ne’er  from  thee  to  part. 

If  ever  music  love  inspires. 

Or  bids  the  callous  heart  rejoice, 

'Tis,  sweetest  girl,  thy  tuneful  lyre’s 
Accordant  answering,  to  thy  voice: 

Its  notes  can  smooth  the  mggid  path. 
Can  calm  the  tempest  life  must  cope; 

Can  still  the  bursts  of  sudden  wrath. 

Or  wake  the  happiest  scenes  of  hope. 

Attentive  to  thy  voice  and  lyre. 

In  some  sequester’d  tranquil  spot— 

Were  I  thy  slave,  no  fond  desire. 

Dear  maid,  hud  I,  to  change  my  lot. 


Pay  tehat  tkuu  owrst. — Wlien  I  see  a  husbami  spend¬ 
ing  his  time  in  taverns,  and  loisaking  Ills  wife  and  his 
family;  1  say,  pay  wlial  thou  owest. 

W  hen  I  see  a  wife  intent  almost  solely  upon  dress,  aban¬ 
doning  her  doiucslic  Conotji us  to  destruction,  while  she 
is  parading  through  the  streets,  to  exhibit  her  divine  per- 
•on  and  elegiuit  accuinplislniients;  1  say,  pay  what  tiiou 
owest. 

When  I  see  a  fitlier  or  mother  neglecting  the  educa- 
lion  of  their  children,  and  suHeniig  them  to  lun  wild  in 
In  the  high  road  to  perdition,  without  the 
«niaUest  effort  to  rescue  th.  m  by  parental  authority;  I  say. 


A 
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A  pozzLK.— >Tlie  NatV'Yuik  Courmr  utlWr^  ihe  lullow.j 
ing  fur  tlitf  cdiisiilurutiuu  of  ita  reader*.  W'e  have  boiti-V 
ered  uur  brain*  IW  huura  tugelher,  and  were  obliged  to 
‘‘give  it  up."  We  think  it  eaniiut  be  dune  without  Uie 
aid  of  fraction*.  Pl  tce  the  nunibei*  1,  2,  '<i,  4,  5,  G,  7,  0, 
and  9,  in  auch  a  uianner,  that  when  added,  the  auin  total 
will  be  eighty.  -  ■  H. 

SCRAPS. 

A  nKVTiMKNTAL  jot'RNAi.. — 'Ihe  la»t  iiumber  of  the 
the  Truth  Teller  received  at  thia  odice,  contains  no  levs 
than  onr  hutulrcd  and  forty-tight  aentmicnta.  Truly,  the 
presa  i«  the  “voire  of  the  people." 

iNrFKit«i-  — No  leaa  than  sixty  “hells"  have  been  dis¬ 
covered  in  New-York.  These  places  of  pleasure,  and 
infamy  were  entered  hy  the  city  officers,  in  search  of  ref- 
tain  imps,  who  assaulted  an  alderman.  One  dancing- 
house  was  twenty  hvn  feet  heluvv’  the  surface  of  the 
ground;  and,  another  w  hen  broke  open  by  the  police,  had 
a  Fancy  Hall  in  full  operation. 

not  TOR  Hot-YOKi'.,  the  venerable  patriarch  of  the  msd- 
ical  profession,  died  at  the  advanced  age  of  one  hundred 
and  one,  saving  a  few  iiinnths.  Donald  Mac  Dortahl, 
the  aged  priest  of  Bacchus,  still  lives,  “with  the  same  old 
diunk  on  him."  We  believe  he  is  an  hundred  and  ten; 
and  has  lately  been  sentenced  to  the  work-house,  fur  dis¬ 
orderly  conduct. 

KEEP  COOL. — The  celebrated  elephant  Columbus,  is  no 
more,  lu  a  ht  of  pas.'^ion  ho  brought  down  the  ven- 
geum-e  of  the  roof  upon  hiin;  which  set  him  upon  his 
beam-end. 

A  Movi.vo  MOUNTAIN. — A  man  measuring  six  feet,  four 
and  a  half  inches  in  height,  and  six  feet,  ten  inches  round 
the  thigii;  is  exhibiiing  hiniself  at  Montreal,  fur  2s.  Cm/. 
the  sight. 

PKiLAUELPHi A  ALBUM.— -Tliis  interesting  paper,  adver¬ 
tises  Its  wlnde  founts  of  bmitgeois,  and  minion  fur  sale. 
It  has  many  minion  JauUs  of  genius  which  we  should 
think  were  uncommonly  valuable. 

AN  IMPUDENT  lELLow. — TIte  Gazotte  of  New-Yo^” 
I  says  “there  is  an  individual  in  the  habit  of  insulting  youX 
girls  in  Broadway,  who  had  better  be  very  careful.  Il\ 
is  marked,  and  may  ere  long  meet  with  his  reward."\ 
We  have  many  of  this  kind  of  night-rarahlers  in  Balti¬ 
more,  who  should  be  ‘•marked"  with  the  curse  of  Cain. 

GOING  THE  WHOLE  HOG. — \  m  in  by  the  name  of  Ma¬ 
loney,  steward  on  board  the  steam-boat  Telemauhus;  was 
lately  bantered  to  drink  a'juart  of  raw  whiskey;  he  did  it, 
and  kick’d  the  bucket. 

THE  WAT  TO  PERPETUATE  ONe’s  NAME.-— Edmund 

Kean,  tlio  actor,  built  a  monument  in  the  city  of  New- 
Yurk,  with  an  inscription  something  like  this:  “To  the 
memory  of  George  Frederick  Cook;  erected  by  lidmund 
Kean."  Both  names  will  blaze  together.  The  late 
Grand  Duke  of  iSaxe  Weimar,  hit  upon  a  more  novel  plan 
of  iininortahzing  himself.  The  remains  of  the  generous 
ISchiller  sleep  on  his  left  hand,  and  the  vacancy  on  the. 
right  is  left  foi  those  of  Goethe.  Thus  has  the  noble 
prince  erected  an  everlasting  monument  for  himself,  upon 
the  intellect  of  ^^kbeaiis.  * 

MR.  COWELL — 'Fliis  favorite  wherever  he  goes,  adver¬ 
tised  Ins  benefit  at  the  Tremont  theatre;  (Boston)  on 
which  occasion  a  number  of  serious  songs  were  to  be 
sung  by  himself  and  Hyatt  (another  favored  son  of  Mo- 
inus.)  His  son.  Master  Haniuel  Cowell,  aged  nine  years, 
was  to  perform  Crack,  in  imitation  of  bis  inimitable  father. 


clianics  and  others,  as  the  character  and  cheapness  of  the 
paper  will  probably  uiTord  to  it  an  extensive  circulation 

Tin;  Baltimore  Minerva  and  Emerald  will  be  published 
regularly  every  Saturday  noun;  ai:d  be  delivered  to  sub¬ 
scribers  at  the  price  of  Tko  Dollars  and  F\fly  Cents  per 
annum. 

As  the  Baltimore  Minerva  and  Emerald  will  be  printed 
on  an  imperial  sheet,  the  suhscrihers  of  the  Emerald  will 
he  furnished  with  more  reading  matter  at  a  lower  rale 
than  has  been  heretofore  atibrded.  The  editor  will  be 
assisted  by  the  gentleman  who  has  conducted  this  paper 
in  his  occasional  absence,  and  he  has  engaged  the  cu  op¬ 
eration  of  several  mercantile  gentlemen  to  providedor  the 
Coiiiniercial  depariment;  and  he  tiusts  that  uiireiiiitted  in¬ 
dustry  will  secure  the  public  favor. 

Those  subscribers  to  the  Emerald  who  do  not  wish  to 
receive  the  new  paper  for  the  present  one,  are  requested 
to  return  their  papers  by  mail  directed  to  the  “Baltimore 
Minerva  and  Emerald,"  with  the  superscription  of  their 
names.  D. 
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aTI.MORE....SATURDAY,  ATRIL  1  1  ,  1829, 


.ricE  TO  Subscribers.—  1  he  present  number  ot  tlie 
nl.l  brings  our  first  year  to  a  close.  Actuated  by  a 
to  increase  the  value  of  oar  journal,  whose  charic- 
has  been  too  exclusive  to  admit  that  variety  which  the 
ic  taste  demands,  wo  have  determined  to  change  its 
]i,  and  to  make  it  sufficiently  coinpreiiensivo  to  suit  the 
,:c  of  all  readers. 

4  few  weeks  ago  we  issued  proposals  for  publishing  in 
lion  to  the  Emerald,  the  Baltimore  .Minerva,  a  w  eekly 
.„r  to  be  devoted  to  News,  Commerce,  Agriculture, 

'  iiufactures.  Religion,  Morality  and  General  l.iteraliire. 
ie  arc  gratified  to  state  that  those  proposals  met  with 
.'V  general  approbation;  sO  much  so  that  arrangements 
soon  made  for  the  publieatiun  of  the  first  number. 

5  ;i\vhpn  we  coiTsidered  that  the  new  paper  was  to  sus- 
.ir  partially  u  literary  character,  imd  that  more  strength 
i  be  exercised  in  one  journal  than  in  two,  we  thought 
•he  practicability  of  uniting  them. 

As  it  is  our  intention  to  isstie  the  future  numbers  of  this 
-r  under  the  title  of  the  Baltimore  Minerva  and  Einer- 
we  will  brictly  state,  the  character  which  it  is  our  in- 
i>n  the  paper  shall  assume.  In  accordance  with  the 
mercial  character  of  Baltimore,  which  it  will  be  the 
u,irv  object  of  our  paper  to  promote,  an  authentic, 
Mitpreliensive  and  satisfactory  epitome  of  all  foreign  and 
nifstic  intellisence  will  be  found  in  its  columns;  and  no 
(iMtions  shall  be  spared  to  enrich  it  with  every  informa- 
,  n  that  can  be  serviceable  to  men  of  business,  in  everv 

I 

-j.irtnient  of  trade,  and  in  every  branch  of  the  arts,  both 
..liil  and  oramental.  I’he  plan  of  summary  intended, 
.11  condense  the  news  of  tlfe  week,  recapitulating  as 
,.  i1y  ns  possible  all  the  useful  intelligence  of  the  daily 


Spring. — The  season  of  flowers  has  at  length  made 
its  appeal  ance;  and,  nature  sets  smiling  in  the  lap  of  time. 
.41readv  have  the  fields  began  to  wear  their  green  carpet¬ 
ing;  and  the  forest  monarchs  disenthralled  from  the  icy 
zrasp  of  a  severe  and  protracted  winter,  to  bud  forth. 
The  refreshing  showers  of  April  are  opening  the  earth 
for  the  flowers  of  May,  and  we  will  soon  be  regaled  hy 
the  fragrance  of  all  the  motley  subjects  of  Flora.  “Shine 
out  fair  sun!"  is  upon  the  dewy  lijis  of  every  pretty  Miss, 
who  has  been  caged  throughout  a  long  and  dreary  winter, 
in  her  mamma’s  boudoir.  Now,  instead  of  tracing  ugly 
faces  ill  the  a.<hes,  or  sucking  an  icicle;  she  can  put  on 
her  butterfly  robes,  and  trip  cheerfully  from  shop  to  shop, 
to  the  great  discomfiture  of  the  knights  of  the  yard-stick. 

This  is  the  season  of  ploughs,  gi»-bitters,  and  batistes; 
and,  though  the  Spring  fashions  have  not  us  yet  been  af¬ 
forded  us  by  our  agent;  yet,  the  girls  may  anticipate  (os 
we  do,)  splendid  improvements  on  the  gigot  numerous 
newly  discovered  subjects  of  the  botannical  kingdom  for 
the  bonnets,  and  an  additional  f  ounce  or  two  for  the  ex¬ 
terior  garment.  It  is  rumored  that  the  New-Yorkers  in¬ 
tend  to  clip  oflf  between  three  and  four  feet  fiom  the  diam- 
ater  of  the  bonnet;  th.it  the  business  citizens  may  be  able 
to  pass  throughrrut  Broadway;  also  something  from  the 
I  height,  that  the  awnings  may  not  sufler;  but  not  having 
\  received  official  reports,  we  do  not  mention  those  inno- 
I  vations  as  facts.  Next  week,  perhaps,  we  shall  have  it 
in  our  power  to  give  an  account  of  the  novelties  brought 
into  the  market  of  fashion.  II. 
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It  shall  be  earnestly  devoted  to  the  cause  of  truth  and 
f  public  good,  without  permitting  the  ardor  of  feeling  to 
irav  it  into  violence  or  a  departure  from  candor,  impar- 
lity  or  decorum;  while  at  the  same  time  it  will  maintain 
ns  is  conducive  to  the 


mtits 


rh  iiiilepcndence  of  thinking 
omiiion  weal. 

It  shall  regard  the  Local  Interests  of  Baltimore,  and 
pifseiit  to  its  readers  an  exaet  view  ot  the  business  of  the 
fily,  its  public  institutions  and  its  manufactories.  It  shall 
fiittiish  a  correct  report  of  the  proceedings  of  the  city 
wuiicil,  and  of  the  city  and  county  courts.  It  shall  offer 
icondensed  Price  Current  of  the  maikels  of  Baltimore, 
Piiiladelphia,  New-York  .md  Boston — calculated  for  mer- 
fhants  and  farmers;  together  with 
‘hew’inir  the  discount  on  all  paper  ni 
tilmtion  of  stocks.  It  shall  contaii 

<er,  which  will  he  as  comprehensive 


Bank  note  table, 
BV,  with  a  general 
Travelling  Kegis- 
may  be  found  nc- 
jtojstrv  to  t)ur  citizens,  shewing  the  time  of  starting,  and 
Ellie  faro  for  each  line.  It  shall  comprise  reports  of  lesis- 


scissors.  When  we  reflect  on  the  manner  of  executing 
these  portraits,  we  cannot  but  be  surprised  at  its  singular¬ 
ity.  Without  any  other  gtiide  than  an  eye  exquisitely  form*  ’ 
ed  for  nature,  and  a  mind  capable  of  perfect  impression  of  | 
external  objects;  Master  Hanks  in  a  very  few  seconds  pro- 1 
duces  an  exact  likeness  of  his  sitfer.  The  Edinhursh 
critics  have  pronounced  the  art  of  cutting  likenesses  from 
paper  in  this  manner,  to  be  one  not  only  deserving,  but  de¬ 
manding  critical  notice;  and  it  is  with  pleasure  that  we 
have  recognized  the  first  artists  of^he  city,  as  the  admir¬ 
ers  and  patrons  of  the  Papyrotomia.  The  following  are 
among  other  portraits,  now  exhibiting  at  the  gallery: 
Charles  Carroll,  of  Carrolton,  Mr.  Wirt,  President  Jack- 
son,  Mr.  Munroe,  Judge  Marshall,  the  celebrated  Dr.  Hol¬ 
yoke,  J.  Q.  Adams,  Red  Jacket,  David  Bamum,  Dr.  Wy> 
att,fcc.  kc. 


The  Emerald  and  Baltimore  Literary  Gazette,  is  printed 
and  published  every  Saturday,  by  BENJAMIN  EDES,  at 
the  north-east  comer  of  Calvert  and  Market  streets,  at 
THESE  DOLLARS  per  annum,  payable  in  adTence....£dited 
by  RUFUS  DAWES. 
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In  defvnce  of  tlieir  native  land. 

Let  religion  profaned,  and  tliy  kindred  opprest 
Tlie  bright  flame  of  glory  awuke  in  thy  breaatl  , 

Arm  thee,  my  childl— Let  it  ne’er  be  said, 

As  they  point  to  your  silent  grave, 

(When  thou  art  number’d  with  the  dead,)  | 

There  lies  a  coward,  slave. 

Not  thy  country’s  curse—but  the  patriot  tear, 

Shall  marshal  thy  soul  to  its  heavenly  sphere.  | 

Though  1  love  thee,  my  boy,  dost  thou  see  one  tear 
Drop  glittering  in  my  eye?  " 

Canst  thou  see  one  trembling  emotion  of  fear,  i 

Of  hear  one  heart-breath’d  sighT  j 

No!  I’d^ather  you’d  sleep  in  an  early  tomb,  j 

Than,  craven*iike,  bend  to  the  Moslem’s  doom,  oznola.  j 
■  ■■■  for  the  emerald. 

TO  P.  C.  S. 

He  shall  be  brought  to  the  graves,  and  shall  toatch  in  the 
heaps  of  the  dead.” — Job.  j 

Ohl  how  dread  a  thing  to  dwell  in  the  grave,  | 

Where  the  worms  in  their  maniac  revelry  rave. 

On  the  fair  form  of  the  beautiful  girl. 

Who  but  yesterday  joined  in  the  gay,  giddy  whirl 
Of  the  dance — in  the  song — in  the  glee. 

Ah,  who  was  then  blyther,  who  gayer  than  shel 
But  now  round  the  neck  where  the  diamond  lay. 

Where  rested  the  pearl  on  her  fair  snowy  breast. 
Wreathe  the  pale  slimy  worms  in  their  mockery — 

But  disturb  not  the  tomb’s  dark  shadowy  resti 
Oh,  if  that  still,  that  dreamless  sleep. 

Undisturbed  e’en  by  breath  or  by  sigh. 

That  unbroken  slumber  which  mourners  so  weep. 
When  they  gaze  on  the  spot  in  which  bosom  friends  lie, 

>  Be  endless,  oh!  how  drear,  how  dread  , 

I 

To  be  shut  with  the  mole,  and  the  curling  worms. 
The  gnawing  friends  of  the  livid  dead. 

The  pale  parasites  who  prey  on  forms 
Lovely  as  new-born  beams  of  earliest  day. 

Lovely  as  dimples  on  the  loveliest  fay! 

And  then  the  tad  forgetfulness  that  shrouds 
Our  memory  aAer  death,  like  darkling  clouds, 

Upheaved  before  the  sun  or  silvery  star 
That  beam  on  earth  from  dark-blue  skies  afar! 

'Tisthis  that  sears  the  pilgrim’s  soul 
As  on  he  plods  to  his  resistless  goal; 

That  sure,  that  certain  Mecca  shrine. 

On  to  it,  on — mortal  man  ’tis  thine  • 

To  tread  upon  that  shadowy  path,  | 

O’er  strewn  with  poppies,  hung  with  ebon  gloom. 

That  shadowy  path  which  ends  but  in  the  grave! 

The  sad  forgetfulness! — Oh,  ’tis  this 
That  dims,  neutralizes,  nips  the  bliss 
Which  lights  our  steps,  like  a  Heaven  sent  ray 
To  liA  the  languid  plant! 

When  sunk  in  the  gloom  that  covers  the  grave, 

Our  memory’s  gone,  like  the  froth  of  the  wave 
That  beam’d  but  now  with  the  rainbow  ray, — 

Beam’d  bright  as  the  sun  on  a  summer  day. 

When  the  winds  have  swept  from  the  skies 
The  web-woven  clouds,  that  hid  from  our  eyes 
The  beauty  of  Heaven.— Time,  spider-like,  weaves 
His  meshes  o’er  memory, — nothing  he  leaves 
Untouched  by  his  tireless  tooth! 

Oh!  when  1  am  gonesfrom  this  blissful  scene. 

From  thy  beaming  eye,  from  the  fields  all  green. 

When  1  walked  with  the  dark-eyed  maid,  j 

From  the  purling  brook  where  my  thirst  was  allay’d,  < 
Oh,  think  on  me  then,  when  I’ am  carried  away  j 

To  the  last,  little  house  of  the  grave  and  the  gay,—  ' 

The  last — last  home — the  flower-clad  tomb,  ' 

I 

O’ershadow  thine  eye  for  a  season  with  gloom! 


POETRY 


FOR  THE  KMARALl'. 

TO  91RS.  MARV  R....S. 

Joy  to  thee — young,  lovely  mother, 

Welcome,  little  stranger,  here; 

Pure  and  spotless  bud  of  being, 

“Welcome  to  this  world  of  care.” 

Many  hopes  are  round  thee  clinging, 

Lfwe’s  first  pledge,  sweet  infant  boy; 

Fund  paternal  hearts  arc  building 
Fancied  schemes  of  future  joy. 

In  those  little  orbs  scarce  open’d. 

Do  they  aught  of  mind  declare? 

Yet  a  mother’s  heart  discerncth 
Latent  sparks  of  genius  there. 

Ohl  how  sweet  to  thy  young  fancy, 

’Tis  to  watch  the  first  faint  ray 
Of  intellect,  so  sweetly  beaming 
Brighter  still  from  day  to  day. 

W’liat  intensity  of  feeling 
In  a  mother’s  bosom  glows 
For  her  first-born — past  eipression: 

She  that  feels  it  only  knows. 

Yet  beware  thy  fund  heart’s  failing, 

Rear  no  earthly  idol  here; 

1  et  not  thy  aflections  centre 
In  one  object — though  so  dear. 

I  would  notch  ise  the  dream  of  bliss 
Fancy  blends  with  thy  dear  boy. 

Nor  add  one  drop  of  bitterness 
To  mingle  with  thy  cup  of  joy. 

But  I’d  have  thee,  dearest  Mary, 

Bring  this  sage  conviction  nigh— 

That  little  bud,  so  fondly  rearing. 

Blooms,  believe  me — but  to  die. 

'  Earth  no  flower  bears  but  fadetli; 

No  lieait  from  anxious  sorrow  freed— 

Lean  not  then  too  fondly  on  it, 

“’Tis  at  best  a  broken  reed.”  ctntuia. 

- FOR  THE  EMERALD. 

THE  SCTOTE  MOTHER. 

Arm  thee,  rny  son! — shall  thy  country’s  wrongs 
i'or  evermore  bo  borne? 

^  Not  while  each  ardent  patriot  longs 
To  re-pay  our  oppressor’s  scorn. 

No!  by  tjramiy’s  chains,  they’ll  no  more  be  opprest, 
While  their  forefathers’  valor  inspirits  their  breast. 

Arm  thee— my  boy!— thy  proud  swelling  veins 
Proclaim  you  the  brave  and  the  free; 

No  dastard’s  base  fate,  and  no  despot’s  chains, 

Shall  be  thy  destiny. 

While  the  firmest  defence  against  slavery’s  bands 
Is  in  freemen’s  stern  breasts  &  their  bright-flashing  brands. 
Arm  for  the  field! — The  fierce  Moslem  horde 
Wave  oppression’s  crimson’d  blade;  _ 

While  the  widow  and  orphan  invoke  the  Lord, 

Do  thou  haste  thee  to  thy  country’s  aid; 

’Tis  a  joyous  thought  that  thy  youthful  hand 
Will  fearlessly  brandish  thy  father’s  brand. 

Arm  for  the  field!— Dearest  love  must  yield 
To  thy  injured  country's  call; 

You  roust  leave  your  home  for  the  blood-stained  field. 
There  to  conquer  or  bravely  fall; 

F or  the  laurels  of  love  are  less  glorious  by  far, 

Thao  the  wreaths  that  are  twined  round  the  victor  in  war. 
\  Ann  for  the  fight!— Let  thy  banners  float, 

>  'Tl...  A. _ _  ■ _ 1 


THE  BROKEN  HEARTED. 

I  would  that  thou  wert  dead,  devoted  one. 

For  thou  art  all  too  pure  to  linger  here; 

Life’s  joyous  sands  to  thee  have  fleetly  run. 

And  sorrows  hand  hath  made  thy  being  sear— 
Thy  girlhood  was  a  pure  and  artless  dream. 

And  many  a  sunny  hope  has  thrill’d  thy  breast, 
And  many  on  air-blown  bubble  gilt  life’s  stream, 
Flash’d  for  a  moment — broke,  and  sunk  to  reat— 
Emblems  of  youth  and  loveliness  wete  they, 

And  like  hope’s  airy  visions  pass’d  away. 

I  would  that  thou  wert  dead,  forsaken  girl. 

That  high  pale  brow  enshrin’d  within  the  tomb. 
For  as  with  gentle  winds  still  waters  curl. 

So  fades  at  sorrows  touch  young  beauty’s  bloom— 
Thou  art  too  pure  and  fair  for  this  cold  earth, 

A  thing  too  guiltless  long  to  dwell  below, 

Thy  voice  has  lost  its  cadences  of  mirth. 

The  glory  has  departed  from  thy  brow— 

And  youth’s  pure  bloom  has  left  thy  virgin  heart, 
And  beauty,  like  a  phantom,  will  depart. 

I  would  that  thou  wert  dead,  for  life  to  thee 
Is  as  a  broken  reed — a  wither’d  flower 
Dark  shadows  rest  upon  thy  destiny. 

And  storms  of  fate  around  thy  fortune  lower— 
Wedded  to  one  thy  bosom  cannot  love. 

Banished  from  him  thine  every  thought  employs, 
Thou  art  in  heart  a  bruised  and  wounded  dove, 

And  earth  to  thee  can  yield  no  future  joys. 
Wearily  passes  life  and  time  with  thee, 

A  dark  shadow  dims  thy  destiny. 

I  would  that  thou  wert  dead,  devoted  one. 

And  thy  bright  spirit  disenthrall’d  of  clay; 

E’en  as  the  dew-drop  wastes  beneath  the  sun. 

Thus  by  disease  thy  being  wastes  away — 

Oh,  who  that  knew  thee  when  thou  wert  a  child. 
With  a  glad  voice  and  heaven  unfolding  eye, 

A  creature  us  the  snow-flake  undefiled. 

With  a  bright  lip  and  cheek  of  rosy  dye. 

Oh,  who  th.it  knew  thee  then,  can  see  thee  now. 

Nor  wonder  for  the  beauty  of  thy  brow. 

I  would  that  thou  wert  dead,  and  sanctified — 

Thy  spirits  with  high  elements  is  fi aught. 

And  that  which  scorn  and  cruelty  defied. 

The  lingering  stealth  of  pale  disease  has  wrought— 
Yes,  death  is  near  thee  now,  sweet  Genevieve, 

And  thou  shalt  baste  to  meet  him  with  a  smile; 

It  is  in  vain  thy  gentle  sisters  grieve. 

Thy  soul  shall  soon  flee  by  each  starry  isle. 

That  glitters  brightly  through  the  calm  blue  skies, 
Like  white  lids  lifted  from  pure  spirits  eyes. 

Thou  soon  shalt  die,  sweet  martyr,  and  the  earth 
Will  nurture  gentle  flowers  above  thy  grave, 
Sweet  emblems  of  thy  being  and  thy  birth. 

With  cypress  leaves  around  thy  tomb  shall  wave— 
And  when  the  pensive  stranger  wanders  nigh. 

His  lips  shall  waft  a  tributary  prayer. 

For  her  who  soon  shalt  prematurely  die. 

For  her  whose  seraph  form  shall  moulder  there— 
Farewell,  sweet  Genevieve— ’tis  sad  to  part, 
Farewell,  thy  beauty  shrouds  a  breaking  heart. 


The  foremost  of  that  band, 

Who  boldly  and  loudly  their  battle-cry  shout, 
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